VOL. LXV. No. 1672. 


Copyright, 1909 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 


PUCK BUILDING. New York. March 17th. 1909. 


ANOTHER SAINT PATRICK? 


Entered at N. Y. P. O. 


s Second-ciass Mail Matter, 

















Published by 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 
J. KEPPLER, Pres., A. SCHWARZMANN, Vice-Pres., 
E. A. CARTER, Sec. and Treas. 
295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 


PUCK 
No. 1672. WEDNESDAY, MARCH 17, 1909 


A. H. FOLWBLL, Editor 


Issued every Wednesday. - $5.00 per year. 
$2.50 for six months. $1.25 for three months, 
Payable in advance 


“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


T HAS COME. It was bound to come. It was only a matter 
of time, the way things were going. ‘To pleas belonging to 
the “had-no-criminal-intent” school, popularized by “in bad” 
financiers since the panic, has been added the “ I-took- 

the- money - but- I - am- innocent - because - I - meant - to-pay-it-back” 
excuse. Oh, no, it wasn’t made by a poor devil of a clerk who 
wanted to play the market on margin and therefore robbed the 
cash drawer. It was advanced by a couple of bankers, who set it 
up as their defense when accused of larceny. Both men are 
now in prison, but what shall be said of lawyers when they allow 
their clients to enter such pleas ? ‘What? Unless it be that the 
courts have permitted so much solemn argument upon the subject of 
“criminal intent,” given counsel so much leeway in their attempts to 
prove that grand larceny not only is grand, but noble and uplifting, 
if not virtuous, that lawyers with fly-financial clients think even old 
“didn’t mean to” has a chance to win out. Pleas that wouldn’t hold 
for a minute in. a_ police 
court are respectfully heard 
and ‘soberly discussed for 
days ‘in the higher courts. 
When the till-robbing clerk 
who “intended to put it 
back” is concluding his 
sixth month in the peniten- 
tiary, the case of the pilfer- 
ing banker has about reach- 
ed the stage where the 
court has laid down the 
basic principle that 7 the 
accused meant to steal, he 
is to be adjudged a thief. 
There has been too much 
debate on undebatable 
points. There has been a 
too generous distribution of 
the benefit of the doubt. 
Meanwhile, the margin 
gambler who robs the till, 
or “fixes” the cash, may 
feel a pardonable pride at 
seeing his ancient plea do- 
ing duty in higher circles, 
and being supported by le- 
gal talent much costlier 
than a mere police court 
purse could possibly afford. 
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Mr. Pvatt’s mantle, which 

is said to have fallen 
on Senator Root, will have 
to be dry-cleaned before 
even so unfastidious a gen- 
tleman as Mr. Root will 
care to wear it. 
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A LITTLE IN ADVANCE OF APRIL FIRST. 


Do nor be too much impressed by the cry of the trusts that 

they cannot get along on less tariff protection than they now 
receive. Some of these same industries were founded in days 
when tariff schedules afforded little protection, when the tariff 
wall was much lower than it is to-day. If they ever needed high 
protection, it was then, in the days when they were infant .ndustries 
in very truth, but somehow in those days they managed to survive, 
and not only to survive, but to thrive and wax fat without much 
tariff help. It is only in these latter days, when they are grown 
to giant size.and strength, that their absolute dependence upon 
tariff favors’ is discovered and proclaimed.. If the duty on steel 


were twice as high as it is, the Steel Trust notwithstanding couldn’t 
get along on less. .-If the duty on cattle or the useful parts thereof 
were three times as high as it is, less duty would bring about 
the Beef ‘Trust’s sad demise. 
the trusts tell it. 


That is, of course, provided you let 
As a matter of fact, the American people can ob- 
tain no reliable information 
on the tariff from the ben- 
eficiaries of it. Getall you 
«can, not all you need, is 
~ the motto of the tariff graft- 
er. And so long as we be- 
lieve him, and accept his 
» statemént that he needs all 
he' gets, we will have trusts. 
Tariff-made monopolies 
have no harmful power 
which the people do not 
* give them, and no harmful 
power which the people 
cannot take away. All that 
is required of us is that we 
do our own thinking and 
not let corporation lawyers 
aim, at Congressional hearings 
fli ii s think for us. They are 
All ld paid, and paid big, not to 
pe a ; inform, but to fool. 
be 


Tue Russian officers at 

Vladivostok, who squan- 
dered on chorus girls the 
coal money received from 
the American fleet, are 
hereby declared eligible for 
non - resident membership 
in the Society of Pittsburg 
Millionaires. 
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Tim Suttivan says he is 

against anything that 
Governor Hughes is for. 
This is the biggest feather 
in the Hughes cap yet. 
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HE HAS HAIR ENOUGH. 
Wuy Not Dress It IN THE PREVAILING STYLE? 





THE VICTOR AND THE TOILS. 


Ow ROOSEVELT shoots the tiger A 
Or bags the tropic bird, 





Or swims across the Niger 
At one round D the word. 


While William J. whose flock was 
Sore smitten in the neck 














Is lecturing Chautauquas 
At just one thou the lec. 


With ‘‘ Just bagged lovely lion, 
Twelve feet from fore to aft; ” 
And ‘Church To-night: Hear Bryan! ” . 
Who'll waste a thought on Taft ? 
Floratio Winslow. 





CAUSE FOR REGRET. 


ES, SUH,” said a prominent son of the Dark and Bloody 

Ground, “it is a lamentable fact that the younguh genera- 

tion is tuhning its back on the traditions and institutions of our 

beloved Southland. Now, thuh was Cuhnel Cawkright’s eldest son, 

as fine a boy, I-gad, suh, as evuh lived; he went Nawth, and bye- 

and-bye shot himself in a saloon in New Yawk, when he might just 
as well have — heah and had some one else do it for him.” 





il things are divided into two classes: 
things that are not good for you. 


| 


LOVE AND HATE. 


MPLE EYES for both Love and Hate were provided, but when it 
came to the division of these, Hate wanted them all. 
“IT need them in order to be happy, while you don’t!” he 


argued. And Love, ever easy to persuade, consented to be blind. 
g ’ y , 





SPRING HALT. 


Che things you don’t like and the 































DUCK PINS. 





THE AMOURS OF AMETHYST JONES. 
II. 


METHYST JONEs settled deep into his big leather chair 
at the club; he crossed his legs and cocked one 
\ knee very high. 
“In a love affair,” said Amethyst, “as in almost 
any other great business of Life, the Truth 
doesn’t run favorite, being about a twenty to 
one shot; but it has a way of coming in strong 
at the finish. In my first Grand Passion, 
the Romance of Amy Bean, I demonstrated that 
Love is born in sorrow and endures often as a sad 
remembrance. My Second Love was a red haired girl 
named Nettie Darling. We were each sixteen years of 
age, which is a more or less truthful period of Life. 
“T fell in Love with Nettie at a Band of Hope temperance 
rally in the country. Nettie was a cousin o’ mine. This was on 
a pensive Summer Sunday afternoon, when the low hum of life out- 
side the little country schoolhouse floated in through the open win- 
dows. The pleading voice of the temperance advocate had died away; 
the Demon Rum had been pictured in all its horror to our youthful 
minds, and Nettie, fair co/d water virgin, with cheeks like a sunset 
glow and lips as ruby as forbidden wine, bowed her red crowned 
head close to mine whilst we listened to old Deacon Perry’s earnest, 
low spoken, closing prayer. Never before had I known that Nettie 
was beautiful. It was a long prayer. For nine long minutes had I 
gazed upon Nettie’s pretty cheeks, and observed the sweetness of 
her pure young face, when at last she opened her eyes of blue. We 
were dismissed from the temperance rally with thoughts in our re- 
ceptive young minds so serious that Love, and only Love, could re- 





EUCLID NEVER RAN 


TEACHER OF GEOMETRY.—What!? Your father told you that #hat was 


ONE. 


the shortest distance between two points! What és your father? 


Boy.—He runs a taxicab, ma’am, 
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WHEN “THE BUYERS ARE IN TOWN.” 





lieve our distraught condition. I have said that it was a pensive 
Summer Sunday afternoon. In the lengthening shadows of that 
dying day we walked, Nettie and I, alone with each other and our 
thoughts, along a country road which lay between the emerald of the 
fields or passed ’neath the shade of deep mysterious woods. It was 
the woods— and Nettie — that gave death to our lingering thoughts 
of the Demon Rum and compassed us about with the subtle charm 
of the Goddess of Love. We rested on a bank of ferns. Nettie’s 
fingers played idly with the fragile ferns, and I looked through the 
leafy maze to the silent sky; and then at Nettie, also silent: I sub- 
consciously recalled how beautiful she looked, in silence, during 
Deacon Perry’s prayer; how beautiful she was now, dream- 
_ing and silent. Woman’s transfiguring beauty is often 
seen when she is silent. Silence lends enchantment. 
Nettie’s fingers wove a fern into her glorious hair. 
‘Let me!’ said I, marveling at my audacity. And 
I wove a fern amongst her tresses. My fingers 
lingered there. Nettiesighed. I kissed her—kissed 
her fair and full upon her wet, red lips, lips ruby as 
wine and more intoxicating than a draught of the 
raciest vintage that ever sent its insidious ardor 
through the veins of man. Love leaped in my 
soul. I drew her to me. ‘You mustn’t, Oh, you 
mustn’t!’ she said; and her voice was like the music 
of a lute. I can hear it now. Ah, Nettie, could I 
forget? 

“Tt was twilight when we left the wonderful 
woods. My arm was about her waist—and fain 
would I have kept it there forever! We walked 
in sweet silence along the darkening way of the 
country road, and came at last to the white paint- 
ed, green shuttered house where Nettie’s noble 
farmer father dwelt. Nettie had four sisters, and 
—five brothers—those were the good old days. 
At the gate I kissed her good night. And a couple 
of her sturdy brothers marching with milk pails and 
measured tread from barn to house observed, with 
the keen eyes of youth and that incomprehensible 

country alertness which is ever annoying to youth 
from city or town who do make love to their sisters. 
This was no cousinly kiss; it was the passionate, clinging 
osculation of a man who has lost his heart and forgotten the 
world in One Woman. And they knew. And presently the 
family knew. For my good night kiss was twenty kisses, 
and Nettie, there in the dusk of the pure Summer night had 
lifted her lips to mine till our souls were like the souls — of 
lovers everywhere, in every time and clime. 
‘The family were not so serious as Nettie and I. There 
was a jocose undercurrent, manifest in certain jestful remarks 
which suddenly were wafted in upon our senses from the 

















PUCK 


white painted house which stood there, ghostlike and pale in the 


night shadows, a gleam from the kitchen window casting its 
steady light upon the well worn path from gate to doorstep. 
But we had known 

We 


And up that path, my maiden fied. 
love: at last it had come to our yearning hearts. 
understood the riddle of the Universe. Like a Man, 
I resolutely trod the uncertain country road from my 
Darling’s house that night to the residence of my farmer 
grandsire a mile away. The next day I saw nothing of 
Nettie, though I walked once in the afternoon and five 
times at dusk past her home. All was silent. (I after- 
ward ascertained that the entire family was attending a 
Grange pic-nic.) 

“‘Goaded to strong resolution, confirmed by a day’s 
absence from my fair love, on the second day I boldly 
called upon Nettie. And then every day, giving no 
heed to the ruthless brothers, the smiling mother, .the 
grim father, or the tittering sisters 

of Nettie, my Sweetheart, my 
own — forever my own. 

“ At the end of the week my 

vacation days in the country 

were done. I bade Nettie 
Darling a farewell at her 
gate on that last night 
which lingers in my 
memory as the faint 
perfume of lavender 








Wey starlit skies. 
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clings to bride’s garments; 
as the odor of all the roses 
of the world might scent a 
secret faded dream, as a remem- 
brance of the fragrance of a 
maiden’s hair will sometimes call to 
a man when he lies alone beneath 


Nettie. “In the year that followed the 
plighting of our everlasting troth, we 
corresponded. I recall that Nettie used blue ink. It grew paler 


and paler. 
went by, with no letter on either side. 
is not so enervating as love at 
close range, but it is less 
enthralling. 

“You cannot imag- ' 
ine, gentlemen, the 
strain put upon my eye- 
sight by that pale blue’ 
ink. Finally, however, 
an envelope reached 
me, in the dear, familiar 
writing, addressed in ink 
as black and clear as an 
advertisement. . Eagerly 
I tore it open—” 

“Well, well?” we 
queried, breathless, with 
suspense. 

“TI could read the 
contents as readily as 
the address,” said Ame- 
thyst. “It was a most 
legibly engraved invita- 
tion to Nettie’s wed- 
ding.” Fred. Ladd. 
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THESE PETITIONS. 02 
: aie 


Be ae they are get- 

ting up a petition 

to Roosevelt, asking 

him not to kill the wild 

animals while in Africa.” 
“I would suggest an 

amendment, urging him not 

to pick the flowers.” 


here? Chasing mice? 


I answered less and less frequently. At last, a month 
Correspondence at a distance 


THE ToprFLoor Back.—No, I ain’t! 
Drygoods Clerks’—guf'/— Marathon next Saturday ! 
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AS AGE CREEPS ON. 

Mr. SNIPPINGTON.— By Jove, when we see what a good time kids 

have, that’s no joke about us old fellers wanting to be boys again, is it! 


REFLECTIONS OF AN ENGAGEMENT RING. 


| AM CONSIDERED a brilliant success in literature, though many 
people accuse me of plagiarism; the popular criticism of my 


work being “that old, old story.” 


It is a pity I am so bright, however, considering the conversa- 

Last night he remarked 

sixty-five times “I love you so, dear,” and sixty-five times she re- 
: plied, “Do you, dear?” 


tions I have to listen to every evening. 





JUST BEFORE RETIRING. 


THE MAN FROM DownsTAIRS.— Say, whattin blazes are you doing up 


I’m training — puff? /—for the 
Time me, will you? 











oO” as the 


time. 
be avenged. 


He tells them all, “I love 


you as man never loved 
before.” Isn’t he clever 
to find so many new 
ways of doing some- 
thing so old? 


Personally I can see 
no difference in his 
methods myself. 


They held on to me 
with both hands last 
evening, but I insisted 
upon cutting them. 


The man and I can 
always get around a 


pretty girl. 


The man owes all 
his happiness to me. 
Only through my in- 
fluence is he able to 
hold her hands in his 
and taste the sweet- 
ness of her lips, yet 
already has he forgot- 
ten me in his longing 
for a wedding ring. 


Men are so ungrate- 
ful, but I’ will bide my 
Methinks I will soon 


I am the “best seller” on 


the market. 


Barbara Blair. 














UPLIFTING THE REUBENS. 


WAS sitting the other night in the little gen- 
eral store owned by Daniel Simmons, and 
as I listened to the rather indelicate per- 
siflage of the assembled tillers of the 
soil, I remembered that the govern- 
ment at Washington has begun to uplift 
those benighted persons; and I waxed 
joyous thereat. 

Indeed, as I considered what Ernie 
Torrance would be if he were uplifted 
sufficiently, I could hardly suppress my 
gratification. Ernie is the shiftless cuss 
who sits farthest back from the stove 
and expectorates frequently and noisily 

Ei with the stove door as a target. He 
= \ay is a poor marksman. When may I ex- 

pect (making due allowance for my impa- 
tience) to see Ernie uplifted about twelve feet, 
with his feet resting upon a cushion of air? 

Unless I am greatly deceived, there is a commission already at 
work devising plans whereby these simple lying folk may lead purer, 
sweeter and more intellectual lives. And healthier, no doubt. And 
as I look around upon this assemblage of weather-beaten, tanned 
complexions, set on six feet of depressingly robust frame, I do indeed 
long for the day when they shall take on a new appearance. What 
they need is that exquisite pale yellow tint of the Harlem flat 
dwellers; and the svelt, bicepless arms of a billing machine clerk in 
the office of the uplift commission. 

Not one of these sons of toil but could be improved by the 
addition of a four-inch collar, and patent-leather shoes with pointed 
toes. Mayhap they eat too little canned stuff, and all their miserably 
rugged stomachs need is a few ounces of benzoate of soda. And 
well I know the hellish wiles of the cows hereabouts— cows that 
iasist on giving an inch of cream to every quart pail of milk. 

Then too they have too much pure air, down here at the Four 
Corners. Not one of the turbulent rubes has ever drawn into his 
lungs the esthetic atmosphere which filters down the air shaft of 
a city home. Consequently they wax indecently robust, and need 
a commission, and the quicker the better. 

Finally, I cannot discover one man here who reads anything 
much except the Bible, Will Shakespeare, Dickens’ and the Old 
Farmers’ Almanac. Ah, 
speed the day of Elinor 
Glyn, Ibsen, Bok’s 
Ladies’ Delight, 
Town Topics, and 
Mr. Brisbane’s 
brainy bits for bil- 
ious babes. I pre- 
sume to think that 
these little gather- 
ings, where every 
man says his say 
on politics, religion 
and the advisability 
of late plantings of 
beans—that all 
these will some time 
give way to a dis- 
cussion of the ad- 
vance of ethical cul- 
ture in New South 
Wales, delivered in 
the hall over the 
fire station by a 
highbrowed gentle- 
man with four feet of 
vocabulary and two inches 
of idea. Ah, gladsome day! 

And while we are waiting to be 
uplifted, willsomereader decide this 
question, propounded by Cal West: 
Why do hens stop laying when eggs _ 
are 60 cents the doz., and lay like 
thunder when you can’t give the durn- 
edthings away? = Freeman Tilden. 

























HIS MOTHER-IN-LAW. 


A PicTuRE PRINTED IN THE INTERESTS OF VARIETY. 


PUCK 


LOSING HIS MIND. 


* OTHER! guess you'd better send fer th’ doctor,” gasped Uncle 
Charlie Seaver as he sank into a chair and rocked back and 

forth, holding his gray head. 

“Sakes alive! ye havn’t been an’ got th’ misery in yer hed, 
have ye, Silas?” gasped his astonished wife, dropping a pie-tin. 

“T don’no what’s th’ matter but I’ve 

alwus had a hunch my mind’d go Ot ys 
sometime. It’scum,I guess. I 
noticed th’ trouble fust last week 
when I plum forgot to go up an’ 
swear off th’ $100 assessment till 
it was too late. Then I neglected 
to go to th’ school meetin’ last 
night to fight agin the new 
commissioner. But wuss and 
wuss, I didn’t guess within eleven 
pound and seven ounces of the 
weight of Wal Weaver’s big hog 
killed to-day. I guess my mind has 
gone all right. I’m about all in.” 


Ti tN 


1h 


Nats 


se 


v Ei ea Ae | ‘ 


NEW. 


ro seems to be the age, and 

the country for societies and 
movements of all kinds for the 
amelioration of human ills no 
matter where they happen to be. 

But there is one kind of so- 
ciety that up to date has not been 
started, and that is a society run 
by people who are not secretly 
looking out for themselves. 

In the case of well known 
charitable societies, when we come to look into them closely, we 
discover that a large part of the money received goes to the off- 
cers, who are naturally interested in making a living. 

When we come to scratch any man, and get below the surface, 
we find an office seeker, a person who has a family or a set of 
bad habits to support, and who has taken the best means in his 
power to get it—by trading up on the good impulses of others. 

The man who is conducting a charity is usually incompetent to 
do anything else. Not always, 

but usually. 

Let us therefore, 
start a society of peo- 
ple who do not care 
a hang what happens 
to themselves. To 
this society there will 
be no dues, because 
if there were some- 
one would be getting 
something out of it. 

The object of the 
society is that every- 
one in it shall mind 
his own business ex- 
clusively. Who'll 
join? 
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EMPIRE PANTS. 
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PARTIAL FRIGHT. 


“T was in the cafe- 
car when the 
trains collided.” 
**Wasn’t you scar- 
ed?” 

' A little, at first. 
When the crash came 
I thought for an in- 

stant that I was ata 
church supper, with 

the second table just 
pate in.” 

















mark is too low. 





hen our shafts fail to hit the ‘nlinill twe generally b have a feeling that the 









SUGGESTED FASHION For MEN. 














THE TABLE. THE RISING SUN. 





Y “S&y HY should this life be so involved, oo HAS Capi- 

f % Why should we scorn things, id tulated to President 

¢ ra : plain? a Taft completely. Possibly 

NY (1h This complicated living breeds we could not help it; his 

ZN Hysteria of the brain; sunshiny presence and win- 

SS q Vee ‘ There was a time when we pro- ning smile, you know —not 
END gressed to mention + 





“It is all so restful nowa- 
days,too. No Big Stick,no 
Ananias Club, no Rough 
Riders, no Monday Morn- 
ing Epistles to the People. 
Really, it seems quite old- 
fashioned —and _ old- fash- 
ioned things suit Washington 
best, inaybe, after all.” 

* Booker Washingt ! 
Sh-h-h-h-h!! We never men- 
tion that matter any more, 
you know.” 

“Mr. Taft’s love of golf 
indicates largely the manner 
of man he is. It is not 
necessary to consult cow- 
boys, prize-fighters, gentle- 
men - quick - on - the- trigger, 
and so on, when it comes to 
adjusting the ethical points 
of the present official White 
House pastime.” 

“Mr. ‘Taft is essentially a 
diplomat. He. never yells 
things from the honsetops. 
His subordinate career in 
Washington paved the way 
Is now a fearsome fad: IN THE WIRELESS AGE. for his present popularity — 

He who would feast must contemplate, F though the full magnitude of 

In house, or stuffy flat, Pa SWALLow.— Yes, my son, we can thank oaly our the man was not revealed 


Like ties, along a railway strewn, foolish ancestors for the abolition of wires. History shows until he took.the reins of 
The silver, placed like that: government actually in 
hand, of course.” 


“] think Washington 

rather approved of Taft re- 

| HIHII turning alone from the inauguration at the Capitol to the White 

| | | | | | | House. Not that anybody is knocking his predecessor, you might 


With greater ease, through life. 
For then our table place showed these — 
Plate, spoon and fork and knife; 





We knew just where to find them, too,. 
No meal was then complex, 

There were no fads to bother us, 
To worry, shame and vex, 





But from plain feeding, we must branch 
To frills and formal fuss ; 

The women folks began it when 
They set the table thus: 


And had they been content with that, 


’Twould not have been so bad, 
But piling on the dining tools 








how recklessly they trespassed on corporation property with- 
out the slightest regard for the owner’s rights! 





say, but — well, it was ‘Taft’s show, and 

there was.no good and sufficient rea- “ee 

son why he should have shared | | lAé S TF 
his glory with any other man.” a 

“Of course, it does look a 
little strange about the White 
House not to see Mr. Loeb’s 
smiling and welcoming face 
nowadays. But as one 
swallow does not make a 
summer, neither should one 
sorrow dampen an other- 
wise abundant joy.” 

“Tt is more or less com- 
forting to feel, too, that 
‘Pete,’ the man-eating 
bulldog of the other days, 
is with us no longer. Am- 
bassadors now feel that they 
may approach the White 
House without fear of embar- 
rassing complications, and —er 
—things of that kind, you know.” 


Charles R. Barnes. 




















James B. Nevin. HOME TOPOGRAPHY, 
STouT UNCLE (roughly awakened .—Hey, 
what the deuce are you boys doing? 
: GRABBING. His NEPHEW.—Playing Bunker Hill, Bob’s 
Ww" nine-tenths of the proper- the British and I’m the Yankees. 
ty owned by one-twentieth of 


the population, no doubt remains that as a nation we possess vir- 
ile ideals. But at the same time, the fact that nineteen-twentieths 

; of the taxes are dodged by one fiftieth of the population’ skows all 
THE TRUE STORY OF ST. GEORGE AND too plainly that grabbing in the grand style has yet to become any- 
THE DRAGON. thing like a common accomplishment. 


— y ‘ : Aa 
Hassins Y SS {= vou ; nf s 











ELEL 


Uncite Sam.—They say he ne¢ds it, 
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y say he ais it, but he doesn’t look sick to me. 
















































































“AN IDIOMATIC 


EEP in a tale of mournful lore, 


IDYL.” 


The kind o’er which most maidens pore 
Because it makes them sad to. 
I found her, and it seemed quite clear, 
To dissipate the vagrant tear 
Was just precisely in my sphere; 
That I was just the lad to. 






She wore those little puffs of hair, 
You know the kind they always wear, 
Because it is the fad to. 
And when she said to draw my chair 
Up close beside her sitting there, 
She looked so pensive, sweet and fair 
That I was mighty glad to. 





I'd waited long for such a time, 3ut when I tried to place my arm 


To miss it now would be a crime; Around her waist. I’ray, what’s the harm? 
It really seemed too bad to. She said I was a cad to. 

And so I dared to take her hand; Her disapproval seemed to grow 

Of course I now can understand And just’ because I acted so, 

The whole affair was badly planned She wanted Ma to come and know 


And I was simply mad to. And then she called her Dad to. 








Now, it was far from my desire 
The troubles of her worthy sire 
Either to cause or add to. 
I promised her that I’d ‘‘be good.” 
But when before us there he stood 
I left as quickly as I could, 
Because I simply had to. 
Frank Hill Phillips. 


THE MODERN HEART. 


pein your heart is of stone!” shrieked the leading lady in 
“Tillie, the ‘Tearful Threshing-Machine Girl.” : 
“No indeed,” scoffed the cold, cruel villain. “It is of re- 
inforced concrete, which is just twenty-nine times as hard as common 
stone.’ 
Then the Scene-in-a-Bavarian- Village curtain went down. 
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BLUEBEARD.— Here is a room which you must never enter. All 


others you 
His Poor LirrLe Wire.—Gimme those sat ric hear me? 
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GENTLE PRE-HISTORIC SPRING. 





A SUCCESSFUL WEDDING. 


“—— BAD, Sistah Sagg—suttingly ’twuz!—dat yo’ couldn’t be 
at de weddin’,” sympathetically said Sister Tuggle, who had 
been present. ‘ Ah-Lawd !—’twuz one o’ de most sonorous events 
of de present social season, yass’m! De bride, wid her hair all fussed 
up like it had been done wid an egg-beater, : 
came uh-glidin’ up de aisle, exceeded by . 
de rushers and six little girls dis- eo 
arrayed as angels uh-strooin’ flow- 
ers in de way, uh-whilst de awgin 
pealed fo’th de Weddin’ March 
fum Meddlesome, follered by 
a whole puhsession 0’ swell-ele- 
gant kin-folks uh-smellin’ 0’ 
puffoomery like an observatory, 
and two little boys, dressed like 
charrybims, uh-holdin’ up her 
trail. Pahson Bagster met ’em 
dar at de cancellation rail, and 
"twuz. all gwine fine twell he 
done axed, ‘Who-all giveth dis 
yuh woman away ?’ and dat low- 
down, triflin’ gamblin’-man, Snoot 
Judson, settin’ back yander by de THE NOBLEST WORK 
lo’, spoke up, and says, ‘ Ah-l.awd! r 
1 could, but I isn’t dat mean!’ De ty; tin Aepreanenge ae 
IKE.— /s he? Sure, he's 
rushers done putt him out, razzah s0 honest ye niver kin tell 
and all; and dat was de end o’ when he’s lying. 
him. And den de Pahson spoke 
de solemn words o’ de sarrymony, and ’most everybody cried, ’twuz 
so disinfectant.” 
«H’m—yass’m!” returned the lady addressed. “But what 
about de groom? Yo’ isn’t mentioned him a-tall.” . 
“Oh, he was de conventional black.” Tom P. Morgan, 





POOR FELLOW. 


ape Justice.— The man you ran down swears positively you 
were grinning like a fiend before the car hit him. 

TROLLEY MororMaNn.—I was, Your Honor! But you will 
understand when I tell you that I was a chauffeur for three years 
before I got my present job, and from force of habit I thought I 
could steer the car to avoid him, after throwing the usual scare 
into him. 








ir yet tf all those whe lived in 





glase houses refrained JSrom Pare 


stones there would be practicaliy no social conversation. 

































The Prudential 


made the 


Greatest Gain 
in Insurance in Force 


in 1908, 


of Any Life Insurance Company in the World! 


Giant Strides of a Giant Company: 


Gain in Life Insurance in Force, in 1908, over. ; ‘ ; 97 Million Dollars 
Paid Policyholders, during 1908, over ‘ ‘ 19 Million Dollars 
Dividend Fund to Credit of Participating Policies, Dec. 31, 1908, neatly 15 Million Dollars 


Total Payments to Policyholders Since Organization, plus Amount 
Held at Interest to Their Gredit Over 313 Million Dollars! 





OTHER 1908 FEATURES 


Expenses Reduced. 
New Monthly Income Policy Inaugurated. 


Loaned to Policyholders, on Security of their Poli- 
cies, to Dec. 31, 1908, over 10 Million Dollars. 


HAS THE 
STRENGTH OF Tax Payments in 1908, nearly 14% Million Dollars. 


The Prudential 


Insurance Co. of America. 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey, 














of New Low Cost : ; 
Policy. Dept. P. JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. Home Office, Newark, N. J. 

















Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 








SHEARING THE LAMB. 


FRESHMAN. — What an outrage! 
Twenty-five cents for a shave! 

BARBER (earnestly ).— Well, 15 cents 
was for the shave and ro cents for 


BALTIMORE 


Academian. 
SUSPICIOUS. 


awfully glad to see you back, old man. 
Hope you’re feeling good. 

BiLt.—What laundry do you repre- 
sent ?>— Stanford. Chaparral. 


TESTED BY TIME AND 
STILL THE FAVORITE 
THE PUREST TYPE OF 


THE 
American Gentleman's 
Whiskey 


WE earnestly hope that the gentle- 
man who. led Sylvia Green timidly, 
tremblingly to the altar will never have 
occasion to think harshly of his mother- 
in-law.—Chicago Record. Herald. 








Some of these days the west, which 
feeds the country, and the south, which 
clothes the country, will combine poli- 
tically against that small section of 
the east which exploits the country.— 
The Commoner. 


Tuart is a wise Kentucky editor who 
limited his salutatory to ten words. 
It has secured him several thousand 
dollars’ worth of free advertising 
throughout the country. — Washing- 
ton Herald. 





THE PRUDENTIAL MAKES 
GREATEST GAIN 


IN ANY LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY IN 
THE WORLD. 


Former United States Senator John F. 
Dryden, President of The Prudential In- 
surance Company, in a letter to the agency 
force of The Prudential, reviews that Com- 
pany’s achievements for 1908. 

The year proved to be the most remark- 
able year in the history of The Prudential. 

Here are some of the especially note- 
worthy achievements : 

The Company surpassed all previous Pru- 
dential records in the volume of Industrial 
Insurance written. 

The total Ordinary and Industrial busi- 
ness written amounted to over $309,000, 000. 

The Prudential now has the largest assets 
and the largest income in its history and in 
1908 it surpassed all its previous records in 
its payments. 

The year saw a larger and more perma- 
nent agency force in the services of the Com- 
pany, with increased earnings. 

‘The expense of management was also de- 
creased. 

The New Low rate Industrial and Ordi- 
nary policies were heartily approved by the 
public. 

The Company is very proud of this record, 
achieved during a time of business depres- 
sion. 

President Dryden makes the following in- 
teresting statement and prediction : — 

.{‘ The richest nation on earth is only in the 
infancy of its prosperity, and having success- 
fully passed a temporary and brief period of 
business depression, has resumed a vigorous 
and robust growth, auguring well for a year 
of splendid business development and a 
future unbounded in its possibilties.”’ 

Since the figures of the other big American 
life insurance companies have been issued, it 
is shown that The Prudential in 1908 made 
the greatest gain in Life Insurance in force 
in 1908, $97,000,000, of any life insurance 
company inthe world. This indicates that 
The Prudential is going forward with greater 
strides than ever, and has certainly struck the 
popular chord with its low cost, all-guaran- 
teed policies for all members of the family. 





PUCK PROOFS 


PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 


Copyright, 1909, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 

















ON THE PICKET LINE. 
Be E Frederick. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 19 x 15 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright, 1909, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 

















A MARRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE. 
By Carl Hassmann. 


Photogravure in Carbon Black, 19x 15 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 





These are but two examples of PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Ten Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy Miniature 
Reproductions. ae 











Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Co.. 801. Third Ave., New York 


finding what to shave.— Northwestern - 


Junior.—Hello, Bill, old fellow, 


PHILIP MORRIS 
CIGARETTES 


or. 


Inement 
the way 
a smoke 
CAMBRIDGE 
the regular size 


1MBASSADOR 


after-dinner size 


In Little Brown Boxes ? 











GOUT & RHEUMATISM 


EFFECTIVE. 50c&$I 
DRUGGISTS. 
C2 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN, N.Y. 














SOMETHING SHE Doersn’t Have To Do. 


“T’ll bet that young girl’s parents keep three hired girls and a cook.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“She says she just loves housework and could live in the kitchen.” — 
Detroit Free Press. 








HIS EXCUSE. 


‘‘The Hon. Thomas Rott _js said 
_to be losing heavily at poker.” 

‘“Well, you know, in his speeches 
he promised if elected to ‘let the 
chips fall where they may.’” 


There js.no more popular and healthful breakfast 
diet than grape fruit after a dash of Abbott's Bitters 
has been added. 


No One. to DEPEND ON. 


“He seems ‘to be a very energetic 
young man.” 

“He has to be. He has no rich 
relations.”— Detroit Free Press. 


But if Love so far forgets himself 
as to laugh at lock-canalsmiths, he will 
be promptly relegated to the ranks of 
the undesirable citizens.— Washington 
Herald. 
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Trained to study and discover true selling 
values, the B.-C. Co. artists are salesmen as 
well; skilled in _ making —— that 
possess force 




















VANEARLUDEELSED ETUDE 


advertising, circular work or catalog, the 
Bg EE WK 
service, or pia! w cu 

ete., all of the highest quality. 


Day and Night Service 


Barnes-Crosby Co. 
E. W. HOUSER, Pres. 

Artists : Engravers : Catalog Makers 

215 Madison Street, Chicago 


Branch offices in 15 principal cities, 
TTT 













PUT 





SUULDUUDURURTEULUEURDERVNNONNN 





OULD MATT’EW MorRAN. 


“Och! ’tis he that looks natural, layin’ there 
dead,” 
Said ould Matt’ew Moran, 
‘* Wid the palms at his feet an’ the lights at 
his head 
An’ the cross in his han’. 
Heart an’ soul are at rest, 
An’ it’s all for the best,” 
Said ould Matt’ew Moran. 


When he’d laid by his coat an’ had hung up 
his hat 

An’ had shuffled away to a corner, an’ sat 

Wid his stick twixt his knees an’ his han’s 
on the crook, 

’Twas himsel’, an’ no less, had the ‘‘ natural 


look.” 

For the folk o’ the parish were wont to de- 
clare 

Ne’er a wake a success unless Matt’ew was 
there. 

‘°Tis a sorrowful world,’’ he leaned over 
an’ said 

To the man by his side, wid a shake of his 
head; 

‘‘There’s so much in it now that’s deceitful 
an’ wrong, 


’Tis a blessin’ our fri’nd here was took while 
he’s young.” 

‘*He was siventy-five lasht July,”’ said the 
man, 

‘An’ I doubt if ye’re more than that, Misther 
Moran.” 

Wid a tap o’ the end of his stick on the 
floor, 

‘«Shure a man is as. ould as he feels—an’ no 
more! ”’ 

Said ould Matt’ew Moran. 


‘Och! the breed o’ men found in these days 
’Tis a crime! 

Shure, they’re not the strong stuff that was 
raised in my time. 

Who’s the nixt wan to go? If ye’ll jisht look 
around, 

Ye’ll find manny a sickly wan here, T’ll be 
bound. 

There’s no life in thim now like the lads in 
my day,” 

So he sat in his chair an’ jisht muttered 


away, 

While the neighbors came in an’ passed out 
o’ the door 

In a stiddy procession. 
more 

Since the ould man had spoken, the man by 
his side 

Found him sittin’, asleep, wid his mouth 
open wide. 

Undisthurbed in his corner they let him 
dream on 


Ten minyits or 








Till the lasht o’ the neighborly mourners 


was gone. 
‘*T’ve been noddin’,” sez he, as he rose to 
his feet; 
‘Och! the houses these days are jisht 


murthered wid heat,”’ 
Growled ould Matt’ew Moran. 


‘*There’s so much in the world that’s de- 
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ceitful an’ wrong,” 
Said ould Matt’hew Moran, 
‘*’Tis a blessin’ indeed to be took whin ye’re 
young, 
Like that dacint young man, 
Well, there’s wan gone to rest, 
An’ it’s all for the best,’’ 
Said ould Matt’ew Moran. 


—The Catholic Standard and Times. 





ANOTHER suit has been started by 
the government against the Standard 
Oil Company of Indiana, thus show- 
ing that the government is always 
ready to try, try again.— Chicago Rec- 
ord- Herald. 
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for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 

skilfully and successfully administered by 

medical specialists for the past 29 years. 
‘At the following Keeley Institutes: 
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IN HISTORY. 


Tourist.— It certainly is a fine old ruin. 
NATIVE Boy (enthusiastically).—Yes, sir, and they’re 
building a finer one about a mile from here. 





A tablespoonful of Abbott's Bitters in a glass of 
sweetened water after meals is a great aid to diges- 


tion. 





POINTED PARAGRAPHS. 


It’s an argument until the other fel- 
low gets the better of it. Then it’s a 
dispute. 


Experience is a great teacher. It 
teaches us how to make other kinds 
of mistakes. 


Man wants but little here below, 
but he wants what he wants when he 
wants it. 


Any man who thinks more of a dol- 
lar than he does of his self respect is 
in the insult-proof class. 


Men are so contrary that if their 
wives wanted them to stay out late 
they probably wouldn’t do it.—Chicago 
Daily News. 


OLD. 


“We've had that chair for many 
years,” 

She said. I ran my thumb 
Beneath the seat, and lo! I found 
Her grandma’s chewing gum. 

Detroit Free Press. 


Tue philosopher of the Hastings 
(Neb.) Zribune says: “{The girl who 
makes the best wife is the one who is 
as much at home in the kitchen as in 
the parlor.” Yes, and the best hus- 
band is the one who gives his wife a 
chance to be as much at home in the 
parlor as in the kitchen.— Zhe Com- 
moner. 















STYLE 
NEATNESS 
COMFORT 


THE IMPROVED 


BOSTON 


“ZEEE The Name is stamped 
on sce loop— Be sure it’s 


(eae 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG— 
NEVER on 4 ROR 
were A eur The World 


Gangte pen ee 
Mailed on receipt of 


GEORGE FROST CO. 
Boston, Mass. 





INSIST ON HAVING THE GENUINE 





REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES wane 








Williams 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face” 
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Shaving 
Soap 





Williams’ ?” 


Can you afford for the few cents you may save, 
to run the risk of some of the inferior shaving 
soaps that claim to be 
Ask your face this question. 


May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tablets. 





“just as good as 
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A PASTORAL STUDY. 





Photogravure in Sepia, 15x12 in. 


PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


By George W. Blake. 


COPYRIGHT, 1907 GY KEPLER & SCHWARTWARN 














Photogravure in Sepia, 20 x 15 in. 


SO YOU'RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 


By E. Frederick, 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright 1908 by Keppler @ Schwarzmann 
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THE RISING TIDE. 
By George Blake. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 11 x 8 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


COPrRIGRT, 906, BY KEPPLER SChWARTHANE 








COPYRIGHT 1007 BY KEPPLER & SCHWART MANN 

















THE RIGHT MOVE, 
By Stuart Travis. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 19 x 14 in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 











THE WHITE MAN’S BURDEN. 
By Stuart Travis. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 12x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


PUCK 
PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK 











MAKE HANDSOME 
DECORATIONS FOR 


COLLEGE ROOMS 
CLUB ROOMS 
THE PARLOR 
- THE LIBRARY 
THE “DEN” 








Send Ten Cents for New 
Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. 


PUCK 


295-309 Lafayette Street NEW YORK 





Art Stores and Dealers supplied by 
Gubelman Company, 80! Third Ave., New York 











COPYRIGHT, 1906, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 


Copyright, 1908, by Keppler & Schw: rzmann 
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THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassmann, 


Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8x11 fn, 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


COPYRIGHT, "S08 BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTMANW 
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THE BACHELOR'S LAST CHRISTMAS EVE. 


After “O Neill.” 
Photogravure in Sepia, 19 x 14 ing 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 











HIGHER EDUCATION. 
By Stuart .Travis. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 19% x 15 in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright , 1908, by Keppler & Schwarzmann 














HUNGRY. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


By George Blake. 
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To a YounG Lapy. 
(A Sonnet.) : 


Oh Mabel, when the melancholy joys 
Of dances, theatre parties, other feasts 
Make the unwary lose their equipoise 
And change the best of college men to 
beasts, 
The ceaseless tide of fashion in its sway 
Catches me up nor never lets me drop 
| Until my strength is almost sapped away 
And heavy drinking seems my only prop. 
| 


Apollinaris 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 
and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 


Then your refining influence is such, 
That when its tender tentacles are curled 
Around my heart, I swear I wouldn’t touch 
Another drop of whiskey for the world! 
O Goddess, may thy Anti-Bacchus Club | 
Forever prosper in this wanton Hub! 
Harvard Lampoon. 








‘‘THE LION will not not touch the true 
prince.”"— Henry 1V, Act 11, Se. 4 

So Roosevelt can go to Africa with 
impunity.— Harvard Lampoon. 


THE AMERICAN QUEEN. 








% 4 
neat 
F Sie)’ Mr. RooseEveEtt will have tworooms, | She oe her a in the yt 
| | . 5 es 7 . 
. | astenographer and a private telephone had gents snk Coives Wi cane; 


: - z A gingham bonnet crowns her head 
In the office of Zhe Outlook. It is oe bibles her golden hair. 


x * *® 
. _ ; probable that he will also have a rug |She’s not afraid to soil her hands, 
W ie | S K FY on his floor. Nevertheless, he will find | She’s busy as a bee; 
it necessary to be exceedingly respect- | The spade she handles with much skill — 
y - The Queen of Spades is she. 
For Sale Everywhere | ful to the foreman of the composing- 


W. A. TAYLOR & Co. 7 
‘oO naa a 4 
aint “ Nuw Xo | room.—Chicago Record-Herald. 








| And later, on the links she’s found, 
pens re With skirt to match her hose; 
7 Established 1810 Just note the color of her cheeks, 


And watch her graceful pose. 
penal a The caddy hands her out her club, 
The afternoon will find her out 
To see a game of ball; 
She knows the fine plays of the game 


And then he makes the tee; 
She drives, and you conclude at once 

And does applaud them all. 

She’s pleased, of course, when her side wins, 

And claps her hands with glee; 











GrEEN.—Smith asked me to forget 
my troubles this morning. 

Brown.— What for ? 

GREEN.—He wanted me to listen to 
his.— Chicago News. 





“No one who smokes 


SuRBRUG’S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


could ever attempt to describe its delights.” 


The Tobaccos are all aged. Age improves 
flavor; adds mildness; prevents biting. In 
the blending, seven different tobaccos are 
used. Surbrug’s “Arcadia” is in a class by 
itself—nothing so rich in flavor—so exhilarat- 
ing in quality. A mild stimulant. 


“T HEAR yer fren’ Tamson’s married 
again.” 

“Aye, so he is. He’s been a dear 
fren’ tae me. He’s cost me three wed- 
ding presents an’ two wreaths.”—Dun- 
dee Advertiser. 


The Queen of Clubs is she. 
You cannot lose her on the field — 
A Diamond Queen is she. 





Bottled in Bond, it goes | 

direct, in its natural con- | At night you see her at the dance, 

dition, to the consumer | Bewildering and swee*, 

in bottles sealea with | A score of men around her would 

U. S. Government Do homage at her feet; 

stamps. Not less than | She smiles, and all the world smiles, too, 

four years old and 100| So it appears to me — 

proof when bottled, | With one accord we do proclaim, 

there is nothing quite so The Queen of Hearts is she. 

good as OLD OVER- Yonkers Statesman. — 

HOLT RYE. WHEN you lose a hundred dollars, 

AO c Money would be more enjoyable if} your friend says he is sorry, but it is 

VERHQLT & CO. | it took people as long to spend it as it} impossible for him to be as sorry as 

PITTSBURGH, PA. | does to earn it.—Aschison Globe. /> you are.—Atchison Globe. 


COOK’S GOLDEN JUBILEE. 


Fifty years ago, in Cook’s Imperial 
Extra Dry Champagne, American in- 
genuity solved the problem of produc- 
ing, on this side of the Atlantic, a 
champagne which, in point of flavor, 
bouquet, life and sparkle, equaled the 
best of foreign wines 

Prior to that time it was the popular | 
belief that only grapes grown on the | oe 
hills of France and Spain possessed | 
the necessary qualifications for wine 
making and that only the wine makers 
of Southern Europe understood the 
art of pressing the juice from grapes 
and converting it into sparkling cham- 
pagne. 

American wine growers, however, 
were not slow to prove the fallacy of 
that belief. In certain sections of the 
country the soil and climatic condi- 
tions were found to be ideal for the 
cultivation of wine making grapes, and 
it is now a generally accepted fact 
that the grapes grown in some of those 
favored localities surpass in juiciness 
and flavor the finest foreign specimens. 

One of the first champagnes made 
from these luscious domestic grapes 
was Cook’s Imperial. That was in 
1859. It was an excellent champagne 
then; it is a better champagne to-day, 
for it is a well known fact that cham- 
pagne quality improves with the age 
of the vineyard. Cook’s Imperial has 
been made from grapes grown in the 
same vineyard for the past half century, 
during which time it has . constantly 
grown in popular favor. 

The makers of this most excellent 
champagne have good reason to feel 
proud of the splendid record it has 
made during the past fifty years, and 
the Golden Jubilee of Cook’s Imperial 
Extra Dry Champagne is noteworthy iis aie “dicta satiaiiiaa iaisieiaiale 
as being another indication of American te Pestty Wes. Mads. i emeus” 


At Your Dealer's. 
SEND 10 CENTS for sample which will convince. 


THE SURBRUG COMPANY 
132 Reade Street New York 





























nderbere 


Nothirg so surely 
pleases the epi- 
cure, nor so quick- 
ly recuperates the 
invalid. 





U. 8S. Agents, New York. 





LUYTIES BROTHERS, 


WHEN he wants to go some place, 
a boy can do work in ten minutes 
which would ordinarily take him half 
a day.—Afschison Globe. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 84 and 88 Bleecker Street. 1 
BRawon Wanknouse : 20 Beekman Street. ; °** Yous. 


All kinds of Paper made to order 








ON THE SIVINTEENTH. 


Mrs. McSQuatTErR.—Sure, an’ Oi think it’s drunk he is, Dinny. 


Mr. McSquatTtTer.—If he ain’t, thin, begorry, he’s a dom foine Paseo Pa A Sn VEN 
acthor. abe podick, Gc'all mrotais,but the polish 


Bar Keepers Frie 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 
wood while cleaning them. 25¢ 1 Ib box. For sale 
and for sample to 

















skill and progress. 





50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles, 


2c 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington 








THE PUCK PRESS 


HIS ANNUAL JOB. 


His SATANIC HIGHNESS (between yawns).—Hades' If I didn’t have to pose, pose, pose for these Easter Artists, 
I believe I could have a real restful time during Lent. 





